He was a bay, bob-tailed cob of uncertain age, rescued
from another livery stable. A handsome litde beast with
a tremendous neck, he was reminiscent of Randolph
Caldecott's pictures of the country parson on horseback. I
thought his paces abominably uncomfortable, but John
and he seemed to suit one another. She loved him and
would spend happy hours in the stable grooming him and
cleaning out his loose box. When I last heard of him a
few months ago, he was alive, still flourishing, and taking
jumps with a little boy up, at a country gymkhana.
Often, when the memory of those recent years which
were leading me step by step to bereavement seems more
than my lonely heart can bear, I conjure up pictures of John
with the ponies.
Whatever she endured and was fated to suffer, those were
good times for her and for me.
She had such a perfect seat on a horse; not sensational as
was Cunninghame Graham's but beautifully secure and
unselfconscious. And she had also the hands that are born
and cannot be made.
Day after day we would set out together in good or bad
weather, in sunshine or rain. Fortunately the horses, once
acquired, had to be exercised and thus constituted an
effective check upon her sedentary tendencies. Sometimes
she would inveigh against the obligation. She would feel
ill and tired; more than I knew, alas, and utterly disinclined
for action.
But I would guiltily urge and persuade, laying the em-
phasis alternately upon our duty to the horses and my owm
pleasure in riding; never by any chance upon her need of
open air and exercise. And presently, inevitably, her mi-
selfishness would prevail and we would walk to the stables
or I would bring round the ponies, trying not to see the
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